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MORNING IN THE ALAMEDA 

(San Luis Potosi) 
BY GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 



Tiptoeing through the Alameda 

You would catch the music of mocking-birds in your hands 

As it dripped from the trees ; 

And peering sidelong up, you would see the dome of El Carmen 

Rock and sway among the whirling pigeons 

Like a moored balloon. 

With the locusts and magnolias at the moment of their flowering. 

How the purple-blue tiles of the dome would gHtter and triumph, 

Looking gloriously downward through blown white petals, 

As though a peacock should balance himself upon Ae topmost bough 

of Spring! 
You would move softly that you might think the thoughts of roses. 
You would be planning to carry the silence home, 
When the flashing Carmen bells would blur the air 
With brazen syllables, 

And the lettuce-vendor's three green parrots 
Would scream as though the Alameda were a jungle. 

All this I tell you, querida, that you may some day go 
To see for yourself. 

You would converse with the parrots in Spanish, 

And Luisa would sell you a head of fresh romaine; 

Luisa who so loved her well-worn joke, 

" The Senora is all in white to-day ! And her little dog, he is in white, 

tool" 
And you would eat your lettuce, leaf by leaf as the Indians do, 
Sitting on the stone bench beside the fountain. 
Maybe you would watch a humming-bird lose himself in a banana 

blossom. 
Or help young Pancho count his basketful of snails — 
All of last night's adventurous snails collected from the wet rose-trees. 
There would pass Jose or Manuel on the way to market 
With a tray of mangoes, 

Or Juan the cargador, chewing his bit of sugar-cane for breakfast : 
Somewhere a voice would call 
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Hast a tnananal 

And the silence would come flooding back 

Under the trees. 

All this would be in April, querida mia, 

In April, of an early morning. 

But if Luisa is gone, with her hundred emerald lettuces, 

If the companionable parrots are not there. 

If the swarming brown soldiers of the revolution have cut down the 

rose-trees, 
And the desert has crept back to lay an obliterating hand on the 

Alameda, 
How much more should be crowded into this poem ! 
I have not told you of the wet red earth. 
The velvet gloom of cypress trees, 
The moons of cape-jasmine 
Lighting the rich shade! 

If you are never to hear the mocking-birds at daybreak 
Whistling in the magnolias. 
Or see the roses tremble at the violent bells, 

All the more need to give you my memories of this old-world garden, 
From the peacock dome of Carmen to the least bougainvillea petal I 
You shall think of it lovingly and in detail, 
You shall remember it in dreams, 
As a place of amazing dragon-flies. 
And of acrobatic beetles dipped in silver. 
Where roses are a state of being, 
And butterflies, the beginning of wisdom, 
And even the snails know Spanish. 

Grace Hazaed Conkling. 



